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They were writing, too, even as their Queen wrote; they were
writing farewell letters that would never be delivered, wills
bequeathing property that the Republic had already seized,
rhymed epitaphs for themselves, who must lie heaped in rough
trenches in the suburbs, with no stone on which to scratch a
name. Mademoiselle Contat's pencil was working upon one
that has survived the wreckage of a century, telling posterity
how a soubrette once laughed at death.

'My entrance cue.  The scaffold there,

Is but a stage to show my Art.
Citizen Executioner

Can kill, not put me off my part.
I tread the path where Royalty,

Valour and Childhood's graae have been;
This is the new Equality

Under the knife of the Guillotine.'

She was to escape that Equality: her papers never reached
Fouquier-Tinville: the day before her trial was ordered, they
were rolled into little pellets and flicked out into the Seine by
an unsuccessful comedian who had found a post in the Bureau
of Justice, and used it to save hundreds of lives, at risk of his
own, apart from those of his fellow-actors. There was no such
unexpected saviour for most of the writers of wills and farewells
and epitaphs. Their courage and their Christianity were tried
more sorely. Death was waiting for the woman who had been
Louis XV's mistress, the poor Dubarry, dragged from her
charities to country neighbours and losing all courage on the
scaffold. Death was waiting for the obscure Christian who was
writing his will and bequeathing money to the man that had
denounced him to Fouquier: the tell-tale was poor, 'and prob-
ably he has not been paid what was promised him'.

There were many others that wrote, with death to hasten
and sharpen their pens. Young Barnave was writing, though
it was a letter that had betrayed him to imprisonment and
death; the Queen he had so strangely loved had concealed his
long letters, his lectures on politics, smuggled them out to
Fersen, and so to the distant castle of Lovstad, where they